CHAPTER 50 


June 2, 2011 


Here we come, reach for your gun, and you better listen well my friend, you see; 
It’s been slow, down below; aimed at you, we’re the cowboys from hell. 
“Yosuke, will you shut up?” Chie spoke in an angry aside to Yosuke. 


The investigation team had slowly been making their way up the apartment 
complex, slaughtering shadows left and right. They’d been at it for at least a good 
hour and it seemed they’d only advanced a floor or two since they last left off. 
There were just too many shadows; coming which way and that. It probably didn’t 
help that everytime one of those speakers switched on every single shadow within 
its proximity started to gather together. And it certainly wasn’t helping when 
Yosuke started to sign along anytime there were no speakers to pump that garbage 
into their ears. 


“Sorry, it’s stuck in my head now...” Yosuke spoke up, slightly embarrassed, a 
grimace on his face. He wasn’t even aware that he was doing it; he had just heard it 
SO many times in the last few hours that it had become almost subconscious at this 
point. 


“You mind keeping it there?” 


“| used to like this song too...” Yu sighed. “But after hearing it for the thousandth 
time, | think I’ll be happy if | never hear Pantera ever again.” 


“Seriously, why is it the same song over and over again?” Chie spoke up, slightly 
confused, slightly irritated. 


“Probably just to piss us off. Besides, it seems to be giving those shadows a power 
boost.” Yu spoke up, trying to look at the situation from an analytical point of view. 
Or as much as he could without that song interrupting his thoughts again. Maybe 
that was the point. Get the song stuck in their head so they couldn’t think straight. 
Not that they really needed a lot of thought to plow through legions of shadows, 
though. 


“Still, Knowing Justin and his ‘superior taste in music,’ you would think he’d be 
trying to rub in his library of music, not play the same song over and over again.” 


“Is this really a productive area of discussion?” Yukiko interrupted the three 
bickering back and forth. Really, who cared what song the speakers were playing, 
they had more important things to worry about than Justin’s taste in music. The 
three shrugged as they continued to walk down the corridor; shadow corpses 


littering the floor beneath them. They had cleared the area out but a moment 
earlier, making their way to the staircase to the 8" floor. 


“How’s Maya doing?” Yu eventually spoke up, breaking the silence. Yosuke shot him 
a Slightly confused glance. He wasn’t sure what had suddenly brought up that topic, 
as important as it had been. 


“Medically or...?” 
“Well, both | guess.” Yu clarified with a shrug. 


“She’s doing alright so far. She’s still in pain, though. She can sit up a bit now, but 
anymore than that and she starts screaming.” Yosuke looked somewhat saddened 
by his remark. 


“| feel bad... | mean, she never would have ended up like that if | hadn’t pissed 
Justin’s shadow off...” Chie choked up, her head hung in shame, her eyes examining 
the floor beneath them as they walked. Why couldn’t she have just controlled 
herself when Justin’s shadow had gotten up in her face like that? Sure, he was being 
a royal ass, and yes, he did just try to say he killed her boyfriend, but... She should 
have known better than to give him the reaction. His shadow practically fed off their 
anger, finding amusement in their violent outlashes, and yet that’s exactly what she 
did. She felt like a complete idiot; it was entirely her fault Maya had ended up 
getting shot. She should have been the one to take the bullet; it was her that had 
pissed off Justin’s shadow, not Maya. 


“H-Hey, c’mon now. It’s not your fault...” Yukiko spoke up, trying to cheer Chie up. It 
didn’t work. She sighed slightly, shrugging her shoulders in the process. 


“If you say so...” Yosuke looked towards Chie, concern in his eyes. He hated seeing 
her beat herself up over this. | mean, yes, Maya had jumped up to save her from 
Justin’s shadow, but that’s not what had gotten her shot. Hell, Justin’s shadow might 
have just intended to kill them all right there and then if the two of them didn’t 
intervene like that. She should be proud of standing up to the shadow like that, not 
ashamed. He sighed slightly, before turning his attention back to Yu. 


“She’s doing alright otherwise. She’s been really vocal about coming with us, 
though. | told her she needs to get better, that way she'll be at full strength when 
we need her.” 


“You realize she could be there for weeks, right? And if the weather report’s right, 
the rain on ourside isn’t going to let up for a few days. We’re only going to have a 
few more days ‘till the fog sets in.” 


“Don’t remind me...” Chie choked up. She had been worried sick to her stomach all 
week. Hell, she had to force her parents to let her go to school this morning; she 
had thrown up more than once the night prior, and she had actually managed to 


start burning a fever from making herself sick. She knew beating herself up like this 
was just going to make it harder to find Justin; but she couldn’t stop herself. It felt 
like for every minute Justin was alone in here, someone had stabbed her right in the 
heart. Yosuke sighed slightly. He wasn’t entirely sure what he could say to Chie to 
calm her down; he wasn’t exactly the charismatic fellow Yu or Justin was. And Justin 
was a fucking anarchist; how charismatic could he be? 


“Yeah, | figured she didn’t need to know that though.” 
“Smart.” Yu answered back, eyebrows raised in impression. 


The four stopped as they finally made their way to the door leading to the next 
stairwell. They had to wonder why there wasn’t one continuous stairwell leading to 
the top floor if this building was based on a real place; but then, they realized 
Justin’s shadow would still find a way of forcing them through each floor on the way 
up. Yosuke stuck his hand out, gripping the doorknob. Though when he went to turn 
it, he found the knob had been stiff, unwilling to move more than a slight bit to 
either side. His eyes widened in confusion and panic. 


“L-Locked? Wh-Why the hell is it locked!?” 


“Locked? What do you mean locked!?” Chie shouted, slightly angry. Surely Yosuke 
just wasn’t pushing hard enough, right? They... They couldn’t seriously be stopped 
now, not when they were so close, by a goddamn door! 


“Exactly what it sounds like, idiot!” 
“Jesus Christ, Yosuke. Move out of the way.” 


Yosuke stepped out of the way, sidestepping over to where Yu had been standing as 
Chie positioned herself in front of the door. She started by checking the handle to 
see if it really was locked, or if it was just Yosuke being a wimp. It was indeed 
locked, much to her dissatisfaction. But that’s alright; she might not have been a 
master lock picker like Justin was, but she did have something else up her arsenal. 
She backed up from the door slightly before lifting her leg and thrusting the bottom 
of her foot forward. When Yosuke had seen Chie lift her leg like that, he didn’t think 
she’d actually be open the door. Well, she didn’t just open it, she knocked the entire 
thing off of its hinges. Everyone’s jaw practically hit the floor, save for Chie. At this 
point she wasn’t going to let some door stop her from saving Justin. She had put all 
of her anger and hatred into that kick; and it paid off. 


“Note to self: start wearing a cup around Chie.” Yu muttered to himself, his eyes 
wide open in shock as Chie stepped away from the opening she had managed to 
make in the doorway. She pulled her head back slightly, flipping her bangs back 
from out of her eyes. 


“Well then, that settles that.” She added, slightly sarcastically, her hands on her 
hips as she examined the destruction she had caused. Everyone passed a slight 
look of concern to each other behind Chie’s back, before giving a slight shrug. They 
were about to proceed when they suddenly heard an unfamiliar noise. It was a slow 
beep, even intervals of about a second in between each. The team paused to pass 
each other a look of confusion. 


“You guy’s hear that?” 


“That beeping sound? Yeah. Where the hell is that coming from?” Yu spoke up, 
looking around the room for the source of the sound. Of course, his search was 
short lived, as Yosuke finally spotted the source of the sound. His eyes widened as 
he noticed a light blinking near the elevator; a number slowly counting down from 
the number fifteen. 


“Uh, g-guys? The elevator’s moving!” 


“Wh-What!?” The others spoke up in unison. They all rushed over to see the light for 
themselves. The number read eleven; and it was dropping quickly. 


“Wh-What’s using the elevator?” Chie’s voice quivered slightly, as she turned her 
head to meet the others’ gazes. Everyone’s eyes were wide in fear, knowing not 
what could possibly be on the inside of the elevator. 


“| don’t know, but it’s coming from up top.” Yu said, shooting his eyes over to Chie. 
She was biting her bottom lip as the number steadily dropped. 


9 
8 


The gang all held their breath as the elevator door opened, their eyes widening in 
panic the second they saw its contents. What had been making the beeping sound 
wasn’t the elevator, but rather the contents of the elevator. Resting inside the 
elevator shaft’s confines was what looked like a time bomb, a note strapped to it 
that read in big letters ‘boom,’ a smiley face afterwards as though to add insult to 
injury. It was clearly Justin’s shadow’s doing. And it only had three seconds left on it. 


“Quick, go go go!” Yu shouted at the others as they dashed around the corner, the 
bomb slowly ticking down. Chie had started to realize why the door was locked now; 
they wouldn’t have anywhere to run when the bomb came down if it was still 
locked. That wasn’t important now, though. Everyone managed to round the corner 
just as the explosion set off, rubble blowing out from the elevator shaft, a burst of 
fire making its way through the hallways. The window that the team had been 
standing next too soon burst outwards. And caught in the gust of the window 
blowing out, was Yosuke, who had just barely been through the door when the 
explosion went off. 


Yosuke quickly dug his Kunai into the floor as the momentum started to pull him out 
of the building, his entire body almost completely hanging out of the freshly made 
hole, eight stories up into the sky. His legs soon fell with gravity as the explosion 
faded away, rubble falling from where he had stood moments earlier; rubble 
including the ground that Yosuke had been digging his blade into for support. The 
floor, having cracked off from the rest of the building soon started to slip away as 
Yosuke’s weight pulled down on it from outside the building. He closed his eyes, 
fearing this to be the end, when he suddenly felt as though he had stopped falling. 
He opened his eye just a crack to find someone’s hand wrapped around his wrist. As 
he opened them further, he noticed that the hand belonged to none other than 
Chie, hanging half way out the hole in the wall to grab a hold of him. 


“Gotcha!” She shouted, her grip seeming to tighten around his wrist. Yosuke puffed 
out more than a lot of hot air. This wasn’t over yet, but he felt a lot better knowing 
that Chie had managed to stop him from falling for the time being. He just hoped 
that worst case scenario didn’t involve dragging her down with him. Her torso 
seemed to slip forward ever so slightly, his weight dragging her out a little; though 
that was soon put to a halt as Yu and Yukiko grabbed Chie from the leg’s and waist 
respectively, tugging her, and by extension Yosuke, back into the building. By the 
time his entire body was back on solid ground, Yosuke had to roll over, his breathing 
heavy, his heart racing a thousand miles an hour. 


“Holy shit, | think | saw my life flashing before my eyes,” he slightly joked; the rest 
of the gang trying to gain their bearings just next to him. Chie gave him a slight 
look of disapproval towards his joke before huffing a sigh of relief, pushing herself 
off of the ground. There was fire everywhere from the sudden blowout, so it was 
difficult for everyone to slow their breathing back down with so much smoke filling 
the air. Yosuke looked up at Chie from his position laying down on the floor. “Thanks 
Chie... If you hadn’t stepped in...” 


“Well | wasn’t going to just let you fall.” She said, scratching the side of her head 
Slightly, as though confused that Yosuke would even assume she would just leave 
him to fall out the window like that. Her confused expression soon turned into a soft 
glare, however, when she realized she could use that to her advantage. “But | 
swear, if | hear another joke about me and Justin after this...” 


“Done and done...” He choked up, smoke filling his lungs before Chie lent him her 
hand to help him up. Chie passed a look around the room; Smog had managed to 
coat everybody's face from the explosion, clearly visible black marks all across their 
skin. Everyone looked completely drained, too, from having to jump out and save 
Yosuke like that. Chie felt fine, but then, she was running on pure willpower and 
motivation at this point. Yu grunted a few times as he tried to regain his breath. 


“That... That was too close...” Yu spoke up, gasping for air. Yosuke laughed an 
awkward ‘I can’t believe this shit,’ chuckle. He had almost been blown out the 


window. Even when he was hanging there, death surely in sight, it never really 
struck him just how much danger he had been in. He felt sick to his stomach now, 
knowing very well he could have died if Chie hadn’t grabbed his hand. 


“| think | may have a new found fear of heights...” 


“Why the hell would Justin’s shadow put a bomb in an elevator!?” Yukiko suddenly 
shouted. Everyone seemed surprised at how pissed off she seemed. Perhaps 
attempting to kill everyone there had pushed the wrong button, pulled the last 
straw. Still, it just seemed so out of character for Yukiko to be so furious. 


“Isn't it obvious? To kill us all off.” Yu choked up before regaining his balance, 
standing back up on both of his feet. 


“But why!? What does he stand to gain from killing us!?” 


“Perhaps we pose more of a threat to him than we originally thought.” Yu thought 
aloud, trying analyze the situation the best he could from where he was standing. 
“It could be that he’s afraid we'll find something or do something if we make it to 
the top; so he’s trying to kill us off sooner rather than later. Or, maybe he’s just 
finding some sort of sick entertainment in trying to pick us off.” 


Yukiko sighed in anger before making her way over to the remains of a wall and 
sliding her back down against it, assuming a sitting position. Enduring that 
explosion had taken a lot out of her; she felt completely drained. So did Yu and 
Yosuke, really. Yosuke was still clutching his knees to maintain balance in fact; 
though that could be more because he had nearly died than an actual lack of 
energy. Yu suddenly smirked as he looked around the group. 


“But we do know something now.” 
“And that would be?” Yosuke choked up, a cough immediately succeeding it. 
“He’s on the fifteenth floor right now. We’re already half way there.” 


“Half way there isn’t good enough.” Chie interrupted. It most certainly wasn’t, not 
when Justin’s life could be ended at any given second. 


“Then | guess we'll need to pick up the pace.” Yu added, panting slightly. 


December 10, 2009 


“Goddammit, God FUCKING dammit!” Maya shouted towards the sky, as the two 
forced their way back out of the television screen. 


Despite all of Justin’s efforts to hold Maya back that morning, she had still managed 
to pull herself back through in search of the cigarettes she had been hiding for Kurt, 
pulling Justin in along with her. It was a quick search; a mad dash to where the 
cigarettes had been found, only to find them crumpled and destroyed when they 
arrived. Maya looked as though she was going to breakdown any second when she 
saw confirmation that her plan had just fucked her completely over, but Justin 
ended up dragging her back out by the collar, knowing full well they couldn’t stay 
any longer than they needed to be. 


By the time he had managed to pull her back to the real world; tears had been 
streaming down her eyes. This was it... This was how it all ended for her; thinking 
she was hot shit, then eating lead for trying to screw the system over. There was 
only one way out of this for her now; something she had been contemplating since 
the night before, a worst case scenario if you will. 


“Maya, calm down. We'll figure something out.” Justin spoke, his hands on both of 
her shoulders as she fell to the ground tearing up. 


“Kurt's already been asking about the cigarettes; he wants me to pay him back. 
Immediately.” Her eyes dashed up to Justin, who soon removed his hands from her 
shoulders to start pacing around, obscenities under his breath as he tried to think. 
Kurt needed the money immediately? He was a nice guy, but... He needed the 
money immediately from someone he very clearly knew was poor... Something 
wasn’t right there. Maya soon stood up, one hand wrapped around her chest, one 
slowly making its way into her hoodie pocket. 


“Well, wh-what if we got part-time jobs somewhere; pooled our money to—“ 


“He needs it NOW, Justin.” She loudly interrupted him. If Kurt didn’t have the money 
by the end of the day... It would be the end of the show for Maya. And for what? For 
wanting to live the life all the other kids got to? For wanting to be treated as 
normal? Nothing ever went her way; not in life, not in death. Her lips trembled 
Slightly as she felt up the object lodged in her hoodie pocket. It was the only 
solution, and she knew it. 


“Justin...” Justin breathed heavily as he turned towards her, his heart racing as he 
tried to think of a solution to their problems. “There’s only one way this is going to 
go down...” 


“.,.M-Maya, what are you talking about.” 


Maya averted her eyes, looking down towards the ground as she pulled out a 9mm 
pistol from her hoodie pocket. Justin stepped back, disbelief, disgust, shock, and 
fear, all taking their places on his face. Maya had been holding a gun, he hand 
shaking as she placed her index finger around the trigger; her eyes trembling as 
she looked up from the ground. She was just as horrified by her own idea as Justin 


had been; so then why would she ever consider going through with it? Hell, forget 
the motive for a moment, where the hell did she even get the gun. 


“There’s a guy who deals behind the old apartment building across the street. His 
name’s Eddie Falcone; he’s a small time dealer that sells cocaine. We’re going to 
take this gun, and we’re going to do what we need to...” Her eyes were watering, 
her eyebrows lowered in concern and fear. She didn’t want to do it either, but yet, 
she was still proposing the idea, and very much had intended to go through with it. 


"Maya, are you out of your goddamned mind!" Justin screamed at her, taking 
another step back. What she was proposing was absolutely batshit insane. She was 
worried about pissing off Kurt, yet she was willing to try and steal from, perhaps 
even kill a coke dealer? She had to be out of her mind. 


"Look, | fucked up bad. | need the money or shit is going to hit the ceiling." Tears 
were welling up in her eyes, her voice trembling as she slowly closed the distance 
between her and Justin. 


"This is crossing the line!" 


"Crossing the line is what Kurt will do to us if he finds out what | did." She sounded 
as though she was getting angry, yet you could still hear a shallow sadness welling 
up inside her throat, muffling her words, sending tears down her eyes. Justin paused 
for a moment, having backed up straight into a wall at this point. He wanted 
nothing to do with this. And so, he said the worst thing he could have possibly said. 
He denied responsibility; he denied Maya. 


"Why are you dragging me into this, it's your fault!" He shouted in her face, shifting 
the blame from us to you. Maya’s jaw dropped slightly. She felt as though her heart 
had just exploded. Justin, her best friend had suddenly turned around and placed all 
the blame for this on her. She thought they were supposed to be in this together; 
better or worse, and yet, Justin was willing to sell her out to get out of the grave the 
two had dug. Maya’s sadness soon found itself being replaced with fury. How dare 
you? How dare you play with my emotions then just throw me aside like some toy 
that you’ve grown bored of? 


"Oh don't play innocent! You could have stopped me!" She shouted back, tears still 
in her throat. 


"| tried to!" 


"Tried to' isn't good enough!" She croaked, her voice coming out as a deep snarl, 
tears still flowing down her cheeks. Justin stared at her for a moment, before 
sidestepping around her, giving him more room to back away, shaking his head in 
the process. 


"| won't do it." 


"Jesus, stop being a fucking pussy and take the damn thing!" Maya shouted at him, 
shoving the pistol into his hand. Justin’s heart raced as the cold metal exterior of 
the pistol met his flesh. He felt dirty just letting such a killing machine touch his 
hands, let alone for the purposes Maya intended for him to use it for. 


"No. No fuck this!" He shouted back, just about ready to throw the gun back into her 
hands when she got up into his face, their lips a few mere centimeters apart. But 
not for the reason Maya had always wanted them to be. Instead of exchanging a 
kiss, she instead had been snarling at him, her eyes staring into his with great 
intensity. 


"Just point the damn thing at him while | get the wallet! No one has to get hurt." 


Justin paused, his heart still racing as Maya pressed the gun further into his hand. 
She was dead serious. She had never intended for him to be able to walk away 
without him helping her. And given that she had a gun and was staring him down 
with murder in her eyes; Justin found that walking away was never an option to 
begin with. 


"Yeah? And what if something goes wrong?" He questioned, Maya’s hand pulling 
away from the gun. He wrapped his hand around the pistol’s grip, his finger slightly 
rubbing against the trigger. He wanted to vomit just looking at the damn thing. 


"Nothing will go wrong." 


"That's what you said last week!" He shouted after starring at the gun for a while 
longer. 


"Enough!" 


Maya slapped Justin across the face, a red mark where her hand had struck him. 
Justin wanted to vomit; he wanted to disappear and pretend none of this had ever 
happened. But he couldn’t; the gun was in his hand, and Maya was practically 
forcing him to do it. All of these emotions of fear and rage building up inside him, 
and he couldn’t do a damn thing to stop Maya. 


"Listen to me, if we don't do this, do you realize what Kurt is going to do to us? He's 
not just going to kill us, he's going to kill us, piss on our corpses and then send them 
home to our families chopped up into pieces. This isn't a fucking game!" 


Justin chuckled that ‘this isn’t happening’ laugh as he starred at the ground, a frown 
across his face. If he didn’t do this, Kurt would fuck the both of them up. But if he 
did... Could he really live with himself knowing he had shot a man? 


"Oh shit, oh shit, this is not happening..." He mumbled, pacing about, his head held 
in between his hands. 


"Just point the fucking gun at him, it'll be fine." 


June 2, 2011 


“You guys... mugged someone?” Yosuke spook up, a look of surprise on his face. 


The group had managed to get up another floor before having to call it quits again. 
After Yosuke nearly fell out a window to his death, well... No one was really up to 
pounding their way through Justin’s shadow’s hoards. They were all too shaken to 
put their all into it; not to mention they had practically no energy left. So here he 
was again, sitting there listening to Maya tell her story to Yosuke. He never did 
understand why she felt as though she could confide this kind of stuff in him, but a 
certain part of him felt good knowing that she trusted him enough to tell him this 
stuff. 


“Well, that was the plan anyway...” Maya choked up, averting her eyes to the 
ceiling again. Justin was right; she should have never tried to get involved in the 
crime life. She had thought she had nothing to lose and everything to gain, but it 
turned out quite the opposite was true. It started with those cigarettes, and then it 
moved onto mugging... then far, far worse. She lost everything that week; and she 
would never be able to forgive herself for her stupidity. 


“The plan? Something went wrong?” 


“Well, you could say that.” She sighed slightly. “Il was so desperate to try and throw 
a plan together; | hadn’t even considered the obvious flaws in it.” 


“What, you mean besides from the fact that you were mugging someone?” Yosuke 
replied. He had been serious at first, but the moment Maya turned to give him a 
slight glare, he changed his tone, his mouth shooting up into a fake grin. Maya 
simply glared it him for a while before sighing, loosening the tension in her brow. He 
was right; she just assumed he’d be a bit more understanding than that. 


“Well, yeah.” She spoke up, a sarcastic tone to her voice. “For starter’s think for a 
second about who we were supposed to be robbing; a coke dealer named Eddie 
Falcone that | saw on my way to the alley every now and then. Now, ignoring for a 
moment that he was a coke dealer, and no doubt was batshit insane, let’s just look 
at his NAME. Eddie Falcone.” 


“| don’t get it...” Yosuke spoke up after a while as Maya starred him down, 
expecting him to understand what she was implying. 


“What, you’ve never watched a mafia movie? Falcone. If that doesn’t scream 
made-man, then | don’t know what does. So not only would we be pissing off a 
coked up drug dealer, we’d be pissing off the entire fucking mafia!” Yosuke’s 


eyebrow shot up for a split second. He didn’t even know California had a mafia, let 
alone in San Diego. 


“Did you?” 


“Do | need to even answer that one?” Maya spoke up, a slightly irritated voice. She 
wasn’t irritated by Yosuke’s question though; she was irritated that she hadn’t 
thought her plan through, and because of it... Because of it Justin got hurt real bad. 
And it was all her fault. 


“| don’t understand... If you piss off the mafia, don’t you usually... You know... 
disappear?” Maya starred at him for a long while, her eyes shuddering back and 
forth. She looked like she was about to cry at any given second; but alas, not a 
single tear was shed. She had spent the last year or so of her life crying about what 
had went down that day... She had no more tears to shed on the matter. 


“One of us almost did.” 


